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spirit world. He seems to choose the quartet form on account
of its peculiar suitability fox4 intimate expression, a last state-
ment of personal thought and philosophy. How urgently the
strings speak to us, how hxcidly they sing* The idea of flight
from a mortal to an immortal world is most completely
summed up in Opus 127 in E flat major. The opening
statement of heroic faith quickly dissolves into wistful
melancholy, which turns, in the Adagio movement,, to
profoundest mourning. With incredible sweetness the
music seems to brood over lost human joys. At times the
sorrow is lightened by reminiscent gaiety. With the Scherzo
the spirit has escaped from our world of human experience
and is tossed hither and thither, fugitive and despairing. The
scattered fragments of melody seem to be waiting for the
master-will to weld them together before the spirit can take
flight and soar into its kingdom of musical ecstasy and
fulfilment. The Finale rushes inevitably to its end like a river
to the sea. The doubt and hesitation of the Presto are
dispersed. At one point the strings seem to transport us to a
heavenly grove of nightingales. All is resolved in mysterious
and mystical joy.

In the B flat major quartet, Opus 150, the first movement
expresses the heart-broken utterance of a mind completely
isolated from the world. The melancholy is unrelieved. The
, Presto has a ghoulish quality despite its vigour. At one
point the violins wail with macabre gaiety. This mocking
dance is like that scene in the Dybbuk played by the Habima
where the bride, as if in a trance, is forced to dance with
insane and deformed beggars. The Andante opens with a
sorrowful statement by the violins. The grim dance is over,
but the lonely soul is still tormented by the mocking spirits
3f doubt and despair and the main tjieme pleads continuously
for deliverance. Abruptly the Allegro brings an entire change
of movement, Beethoven seems to look back to past happiness
and the music is gracious with a wistful gaiety. The fampus
Cavatina is described by Beethoven when he said : " Never
did music of mine make so deep an impression on me, even
the remembrance of the emotion-it aroused alwavs costs me a